dress him in a white muslin shirt, yellow silk
jacket, tight trousers with a white cummerbund
round his waist, a cream turban, a sheet of yellow-
chintz oyer his shoulders, native shoes, and a shield
and curved sword. Kavanagh then coloured his face
neck, hands, and wrists with lampblack and oil,
since he could get nothing better. He was tickled to
see how ugly his face looked in the glass, and at the
same time uneasy because the colour seemed
unnatural. The chances of detection were great,
since he was a tall, square-shouldered, large-limbed
man with distinctly European eyes and features,
reddish or auburn hair, and still lighter moustache
and beard. His only hope lay in keeping in the
shadow and letting darkness help out his disguise.
When Kanauji Lai joined them he was much
amused by the changed appearance of the sahib.
Crossing to headquarters Kavanagh walked into
the" house without taking off his shoes, and sat down
in the same room as some of the officers. Such
assurance caused quite a stir, for though the staff
knew Kavanagh by sight they all took him for an
Indian, and even Outram did not recognise him for
a time. Kavanagh welcomed this as the happy omen
that was wanted to give him confidence. Outram
himself put the finishing touches to his make-up
amid shouts of laughter from the rest; the turban
was carefully adjusted; a pair of wide pyjamahs was
given him to cover the tight trousers; and Captain
Sitwell, Outram's aide-de-camp, presented him
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